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- CHAPTER VIL
Wilkerson the Plotter.
HEN be had thoroughly learn.
ed hin lusson Wilkerson cool-
Iy, In spite of the ktter he
bad received from Jenn Dar-
ew York, telling him of her
willlugness to fluance her scheme. de
termined he must be friends with John
lenst  outwardly.
smoothed out the visible wrinkles In
his face, trying to vell the malicious
glenm in bis eyes, nnd spent two duys
quletly trylug to show his amiability.
not only to the miners, but to Dorr
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« Wilkerson wus absolutely certain
that his old partner, Thomas Gallon.
bad really made a rich Gnd and that
he had lost the loeation and accepted
“The Master Key™ ns a substitute in
the hope that by working It thoroughly
Be might Nod the mother lode.
other worda. eareful manipulation of

—
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t0 go a couple-of bundred feet.”

Wilkerson looked at him shrewdly.
“That will cost money.,” he remarked.
“But T'll tnke this up with Ruth."

John looked at him with » falnt trace
of the old enmity ln his eyes. [le did
not ke to hear the first nnme of the
miatress of “The Master Ker™ on those
lips. f

“If the mine Is vot paying s dp to
us to make it pay.” e remarked.

When Wilkerson entered the bnngn-
low Ruth percefved a greatl chnnge In
his attitude. He was no longer snllen,
and he was evidently worrfed. It was
2 clean worry, and she smiled at him,
Had not her father come In with that
expression on hls face many thoes?
She put her chin In the cup of her
bhands and asked cheerfully, “What Is
It, Mr. Wilkerson?"

“May 1 sht down?"
wardly,

She motloned to a chalr, and he pull-
ed out of his pocket m paper covered
with figures. -

“l think you ought to know how
things are going along. Miss Gallon,”
he sald, with unususl Tformality.
“When your father made me superin-
tendent of this mine 1 did not realize
that the responsibility was so henvy as
it in. We are not making any money.
We nre losing money. Youn can sce by
the repurts which I have here that our
cleanup lately bas been far less than
our expenses, and our last one showed
practieally pothing. We must find the
veln again. To do w0 we most have
money. There is no money in “The
Master Key' mine™

“Thnt's what father used to
sometimes,"” sald Ruth quietly.
he always got IL"

Wilkerson flushed. “Misa Gallon, |
hope that you don't think that I'm not
dolng my best. 1 am. John Dorr and
I bhave gone over this matter together.
He agrees with me that we have abso-
lutely lost the veln and that If “The

be sald awk

Ray
“But

Muster Key' Is to pay nuything wmore |

we must find it agnin”™

Ruth's expression softened at the
meution of John Dorr's name, “*What
does he think?”" she demanded. “What
is the chance of finding It agnln?™

“If we run west, Dore thinks,” sala
Wilkerson slowly. “we'll recover the
veln, but that will cost money, which
we haven't got. Do you realize, Miss
Gullon, that the pay roll here Is over
$1,000 a duy? Within a week | have
to pay out over $30,000 for the month,
and 1 tell you frankly that when 1
hsve pald that there will be no more
mongy to the account of *The Master
Key® in the hank in Sllent Valley."

Ruth realizved that be was speaking
the truth, even lessening the lmme-
diateness of the catustrophe, but her
distaste of the man was too great to
allow her to discuss the matter with
him in the intimate way which she felt
was pecessary, She must see John
Dorr,

Bhe quickly dismissed Wilkerson and
theu went to Dorr's office herself, meet-
fog him at the door, Bhe bore as a
gift a small basket of frult. Without
prellminaries she sald, “Jobn, are we
broke ¥

He laughed; then his face grew
grave. “The mine is not paying"” be
sald briefly.

“But can't we make it pay?
is the matter?"

“Money.” said Jobn

“But why money ™

“It will cost $10.000 to drive that
paw tunnel,” John added ns they en-
tered the oflice.

“But Mr. Wilkerson Just sald he wis
going o pay over £30,000 to the wen”
Ruth sald soberly. . “If we have that
much money, why can't we"—

A tenderness flooded Dorr's eyes. He
comprebended hor helplesaness, under
stood why old Thomas Gallon bad been
Insistent that be, John Dore, should
She was a were child
in the exact situation
Ruth figally push
ot up on It
a large, chlldish
tuce of one of
new drawings, ¥l must ralse §10,
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in view of Wilkerson's attitnde, bpt,
after ull, the money must be riised
He sald quietiy: “Pledge the stock you
own In ‘The Master Key.' [ know n
man In New York who will foan you
£10,000 on It.” e bent over har ear
nestly. “But lieten, Ruth, If we spend
the £10,000 and we don't find the moth
or lode, you lose the mine  It's just
ke a mortgnge on &4 form."”

“But you wouldn't suggest this If It
weren't the only way out,” she sald
briefy. *“Now, how am 1 to do this™

“You must go to New York nnd see
Goorge Bverett. 1 will give you a let
ter to him, and he will see to It thai
you get the extra woney we need
Meanwhile 1'll keep the mine going.”

Ruth gave him her full eyes. “You
don't like Mr. Wilkerson, do you?”

“1 don't trust him,” he renlied.

At this moment the superintendent
entered the offive and, seelng their twu
heads close together over the desk, he
scowled.

“1 eame to see what we nre going
to do about that new tunnel,” he sald
roughly. *1 don't lilke to start in any
thing 1 can't finish.”

Ruth swung around to say quietly:
*1 am golng to New York city to see
Mr. George Everett, a friend of Mr
Dorr's, and [ will come back with the
$10,000,"

“Everett, Everett” —repeated Wilker
son, “who is George Everett?

Despite John's frowns, Ruth volu
bly explained. When she had finished

.

“Jdohn, are we broke "

Willkerson nodded nnd sald: “I'll put
the men to work tomorrow, Dorr.  Bet-
ter bave yoar plaps ready ! He stamp
ed out :

“You hod better go this aftervoon,”
John told Ruth, “There I8 no tlme to
lose."”

“All right,” she sald, “I'l be ready
in an bour."

John smiled, take

“All right: 'l

you over in the motor truck or shall

we ride to Slent Valley?

“I'veé never been to New York,” she
sald timidly, sod with that Inconie-
quentint logle which maidens hove, she
added, “Let's ride. 'Y toke Patsy and
you ¢nn ride Black Joe.”

Dorr did vot onderstand st sll that
i leaviug ber home for the greal
strauge city she wished her lnst hours

to be filled with sunstine and a famil.
ar vest of scurrying over dry Cullfor-
uls on half broken horseflesh,

YAl rgbt. we'll vide ho sald
“While you are getting ready I'l write
A letter o George Everett”

Ruth lnld ome slender band on John's
shoulder.

“You're always dolug things for me,
John,” she suid shinply. “Some day I'll
do sowething for you” BShe slipped
away without a buckward glance.

“Dorr wiichod ber tip down the kil
toward Her own little bungalow, and
it meemed to bim as If he held one end
of a golden thread that sbig was spin-
ning through soosbilue, - I was an-
chored lo bis beart  That theesd would
be 3000 miles long before she saw
good old Evereit Ho plched wp bis
pen And wrole rapklly: .

Ll
.
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Pear Gootge- When & young, slendar,
trown eved. golden hatred girl walks Inlo
your ofMes and saye, “'U'm Ruth Gallon,”

A hanils you the papers that she will

Pave In her litile hand bag pleass ses
that she aote 10000  Kver yours
JOUN DORRA
He would bave added more.  His
fibor instiuetr told hlm that Huth shoukd

' be the first 1o put the whole scheme
| before  the

vonl  hegded, ruther eold
hetirtet) George Byerett, He addressed
the envelope and sealed (i Then he
went (o the telephone nnd ealled up
the stution ht Stlent Valley,

“RIL" he sald qaletiy alter Nistening
A moment to wee IF iny one wis on the
Noe, ) want to sed o twelesrnm Take
It over the wire. please. 1'll be down
In g IRtle while nud pay you™
“I wish my credit ot
Jours, ten mlles nwpy, but It
If 1 have to be always present when |
ask for It (o nhead, Jolin!"

*Thiis Is 11, BIL" sald John
Géorge Everstr 111 Brondway,

City:

Miss Ruth Callon leaves tonight to see
yau about ""Muaster Kay" stook. Mest har
And Wwire me on her arrival. Talke good
eare of her or I'll tahe care of you -

JOHN DORR

The operator repegted the message
and Involunturily adopted a lctde of
John's savage intonation on the last
four words. It woke him up to the

wWinR ns ns

seeins as

New York

fact that he was allowing his fu-vllllmll

ta become pubile He bogun (g see
why It was that men looked at him
strangely ot tlmes, when It was a ques
tlon of Ruth s Interests. He must re-
strain bimsel(

The operntor did not hang up lmme-
diately, but <ald besitatingly: “Say.
John, there's 0 wire here; just came
In from “T'he Master Key' mine. It
does not secia to Jibe with yours. Wik
kerson sent it

“I'll play rair,”
and he called boack over the wire, “BIil
Iyy that's yours and WiHkerson's
ness, not mine”™  If e had H=tened to
the tepor of the message
Jean Darnell, In New Yark, be we
bave learved what Wilkerson was plot
g,

For years Wilkerson had bullt up for
himself a golden fmage in Jean Dar
néll. No one realized better than him
welfl that she was o creature of appe
tite, & lover of silk and velvel. A wo
man whose eyes widened at sight of a
Persian ent  Feminlne In ewery de
gree, womanly In none. FPut he him
self, dominated sbsolutely, utterly and
completely by his desires. bad fallen
under ber spell, and he was going to
win her, no mnatter how, It Is a
strange thing that when a dishonest
man finally yields to an honest passion
nothing will_ satksfy him Lot the ot
most observance of the ritnal of socie
ty. Harry Wilkersou's vislon was of
walking up the alsle of n great church
to meet his bride at the nitar,

Yet he hnd always thought of her in
terms of gold;: that was a contrust-
the pallid, satiny. blue eyved woman,
voluptvous, soft—and his lmage of her
built of yellow gold, drngged out of
the bowels of “The Master Key" mine

This Image wns now before his eyves:
Instead of the warm, sun blessed Call-
fornin hils, with thelr faint sceut of
suge and enctus, he saw a richly for
nished room and breathed the odor of
ittar of roses. Lot us not follow him

sgnld John to him=elf,

busi

in his dreams, DBut looking over his
houliler an hour later we rend
“Master Koy Mine, June —
lenn Darnell, Astor Ho ew Yorl
City:
Find George Everett at 111 Broadwnay
nd meet Kuth Ca :
sante Fe express leaving here ti evirr
ng. Introduce Drake Everelt after
1 have seen Everett p
yourself untll 1 ean arr '
5 ¥

“1 ean't send this throug!
near here,” he thought, “so0 1 gu |

fide down to Yalle Vista apd baud U

» the condnetor, He can send it 1

Angeles”

Three days later luth Gallon 1ledd
herself In the seut of Pollmwnn th
vis sSOOn to lenve Chicago for Moy
VYork. Bhe was excited. lo crossing
tuwn from one depot to  another

through the streets ronring with teaf
fic abe had bheard sounds that had nev-
er mwet her ears before—the sounds of
the world’s business which, oddly
enough, seemed to be mostly buuled
over cobblestones. The faint echo of
that nolse still rong fu ber ears. It ap
palled ber to think that she must dwell
with men who Hved In such an ntmos
phere; also she felt very lonely. She
thought of the mine, of Tom Kane in
the door of his cook sbhanty, of the
great ore bucket swinging ncross the
guich toward the will, of John, bend
fng over his bloe prints and papers; of
Lhe grave on the hill where ber futhers
lay, still within the preclocts of “The
Master Key.”

It had Leen so lmpressed upon ber
thiut her misslon was of vital Impor
mnce to the mine, that these tender
rmotions Bowed Inte the sume ehapne
with her really keen business instinet
Bhe pulled the key, warm from bhber
bosom, out of Its hiding place and look
o at it

CHAPTER Vil
Jean Darnell’'s Ruse.
I8 must be Miss Gallon®™
sald a pleasupt volce.
Ruth looked up to sed A

dressed ln somewhat extravagant style
looking down at ber out of great, taw-
ny, velvet eyes. Westorn bred, Ituth
responded amiably to this salutation,
though she bad not the falotest idea
who the woman was,

“Yeu, | amu Miss Gallon,™

*] wm Mrs, Darpell” =ald the wom-

an. “May 1 sit down? [ am an old

tricnd of your tricud, Johu Dorr's. He
wired me that | would flud you on this

traln.” Tle lle wus so plausible that
Ruth merely blushed, thinkiog that It

waa one more (ke of Johs Deorrs

| over A little to allow M

directed to |

wollap of forid beauty and |

Pl

carefatons of bef comfort and safoty.’

To ber inexperionced syes this womnn
represented  (he tremendous oty o
whiclhh she was going. Her dress, hoo
manner. her Jewels, the evadive pey
fume thit she alfected were nll strange
and lmpressive w ber. Sbhe woved
Praruell to
st down

“Johy vever spoke of you,” sald Huath
shmply. "1 did not Bave the falotest
potton that | wus o weel any of his
friends. Do yon live I New York?”

“Yes, 1 Hve In New York, | bappen
ed te be in Chicago, snd throngh Mr
Everett 1 bheard from John™

“On, you kuow Mr. Everett™ cried
Ruth, “He Is the man | am going to
see In New York,” nod she went on to
tell. a8 best she could, the gist of her

| mix=ion
“Sure.” flonted back a cheerful volee. |

It was typieal of the woman (o whom
ahe wus tniking that she did not intes
rupt this nolve parrntive. She unt In
sllken silence, ocenslonally allowlug her
great eyes to rest on (tuth’s falr face
with an pesumption of aMection
& matter of fact, she was profoundly in
terested.  Life hud taught Jenn Doy
nell a great many things, and nmong
them hnd been the grent lesson of self
preservation—-the saving for herself of

money, of comfort, of bheaith and of |

good looks. Now it was a question of
money, prime nnmng them all, and her
rather keen wils saw precisely the
chances which Wilkerson was taking.
Bhe recnlled his oft repented statements
that there was money in “The Master
Key" and his Iatest letters imploring
her to help him get control of the stock

When Ruth endMagp with a gentle
“And so | wwld Jolhn I'd come and see
what T could do” the elder woman
smiled gently. Times were not so good
with her ns they had been, and If Har
ry Wilkerson could put this deal
through and make money for them nll
It wounld simplify many a problem
which ste dully pondered at night

‘Mr. Everett will us at the
traln” she sald briedy, “and then you
tell liim wll this. Meanwhiié, sup

tulk about something else,”

meet

e Wo

But 1 ean't think of anything else
wnld Ruth
“Ob, you will,” sald Mrs. Darnell

"‘l'yu can combine the plensure of see
Ing New York with your little busl
ness.  Mr. BEverett will quickly settie
that part of It, and [ shall take great
pleasure in showlng you about Manhat-

tap. l.presume you are fond of op
era T
1 have never been to the opera,”

Ruth responded. *1 should love to go,
but when 1 do go 1 must go all alone,”
she went on impubksively. *1 think op
ern must be like church—one wants to
go all by oneself.”

Mrs. Darnell torned very slowly and
for the first time In wany years reveal
vd a secret thought: “Do yon know that
my only plensant wmemories, my denr
ire of myself

The Dbitterness of that econfession,
with all {ts fmplleation, wholly escaped
Ruth's  sensitive but  inexperienced
mind. Yet there wis something in th
tone that warmed her heart to this ef
fulgent creature, At least, she was
ot golng into the great city all alone
nor confront Mr. Everett by herself
Mre. Darnell made ber feel that sb
wig cewmpetently protected.

When they arrived the pext mornlng
nt the Grand Central statlon In New
York city Mrs. Darnell quietly intro
duced ber to a slim, rather haondsom
voung wan, who seeined 11 ot ense ub
e had drmwn Ruth's companion
n«ide for & mowment for n chat while
the porter collected their luggnge

I don't Just ke this gnme,’

Iu the Orst Everett s o

i in the clty, nod this Miss Gillot

lowsn't look to me like n girl you

il

he snid

place

foul  long Aayway, | ean't
il whint you are trying to do, Je
Vou must know what sort of a fi

Harey Wilkerson is by this time
v s hand for him ¥

‘I don't wpotice you holdiog
irumps In your hand,” she returne
gently, but with » faint gleomn o ber
eyes which made blm draw

This s my game, and | expect you to
play your part. You come on wow and
be George Everett, The girl is as ig
norant as A& pigeon. Remember what
I told you."

“About that stock?" he sald sullenly

“Yes, the stock. You understand
that she enme to New York slmply to
mise money for this mine. You are
supposed to handle the business for
her, If you don’t learn nll thuat Is to
be lenrned about “The Master Key
wine In the pext two days you are
more thao the fool | take you for.™

She drew him back to where Ruth
stood amid the sult coses nnd bhand
hags and sald, “Miss Gallon, Mr. Ev
erett has been telling me that he, too,
hus heard from Jobo [Dorr ubout your
oming.”

Ruth scanpned bim politely. But the
interest died In her eyes when wshe
saw what sort of 8 mnn be waa, e
wight be a friend of John's: be might
be the man to rescue ““The Muaster
Key™ from bankruptcy, but he did not
Interest her

Drake. trylng to play the part of the
vusy broker and, belng thoroughly and
temperansdutally an actor, feit the chill
of thiy lack of Interest and would cer
fainly bave fallen down on his part
bad he mot been prompted by M,
Darnell, He was gind to basten away
to fnd the elusive taxl

back

The real George Evereit got out of

his lmousine on the corner of Vander-

biit avenue and burried through the

revolving doors; brisk, debonalr, alert,

decided; with that huppy style which |

denles foppery Rud avolds survelllance.
It seemod stravge that he should bave
a photograph in bhix hand at which he
looked intently until be got in the con-
course. There he stopped snd, with
pleture still In his band, cc
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vast dome. “As be ‘'walted he frowned
slightly. “"Why had John Dorr semt
him dorlug bosivess hours on a wild
goose chase?™ e thonght of this se-
ticulately opd then smiled to bhimeelf,
“A wild goose!” he mottered. K
bronght up darkilng sunset  vietas,
likes smooth as quicksilver ander the
evenlug sky, and sllm, gray, benutifel
birds homing downward. The frown
left his forehend

“After all It will be good to see some-
body from out of doors” he sald b
blimself

Half an bour later he discoversd that
he hnd irretrlovably missed the s
rival of the Chileago expras and with
it Ruth Gallon., He went bk Ints
his ear sand drove to his ofMice,. Onee
there he enlled his hend olerk, an an-
clent and fraglle man. s crisp snd
bloodless ns (he money that pisses on
Wall street. and told him to see nt
what hotel Miss Ruth Gallon wos stojs-
ping. Then be wired John Dore:
Mew York
Mine, Bllent

111 Broadwnay,
John Daorr Manter HKey'

Valley, (Cal

Could nre find Miss Oallon
peeking for her, aa Il = Imj
tha busincas be seltied Immedintaly
any possible addross

GEORGE EVERETT

Far t on Rrondway, nbove the
elghtien, an operator was ticking off
another messnge addressed (o Harry
Wilkerson. It read
£ A “-'f:l! Elghty-fourth 81, New York
Harry Wilkerson, “"Master Key'' Mine wia

Valle Vieta, Cal

Everything nll right. George met Ruth
Bhe Ia now with me and waiting further
particulare. Have seen Everett under
guise of prospective purchaser of stoek
The girt Is charming

JEAN DARNELL.

Some housea, ke some people, ahould
pever be [llumined with saushine, and
Mra. Darnell’s residence, overlooking
the Hudson, was of this type. Its dull,
red stone front, marked by windows
that seemed blind to nll that went by,
wns not distinctive In that pelghboe-
hood. A thousand doors within a mile
wonld have sugeested to the pneserby
nor lesa than the great
onk portals within which she lived. To
Ruth of the  house
pecmed tremendously formal and state
ly. Within she found an atmosphere
so mbaolately nnd nlien to all
she had ever known that shrank
within herself and had nothing to say
untll she nd been conduocted to her
own room on the third floor and a dis
ercet mald was busy unpacking bhew
things. Ruth felt that soclety had ab
ready laild Its restrictions on her. Bhe
recognlzed the mald as the “gown and
bat" policeman

Thin sllent. but exceedingly obtrosive
personage baving retired at Inst, Roth
studied her surroundings. When she
bad completed her survey she thought
Ao herself that there were two things
winting One was 3 silk mired Per
mian ent and the other a Anming color
ed scarl ncross the bed that completed
the altogether of an apartment severs
Iy luxurlous, Then she tried to ana-
Isyze the odor. delicate ret Insistent,
which she was ever afferward to asso-
¢late with Jenn Daruell und her expe-
rience in New York'

At last she traced It to some pallld
Howers in the great green sad durk red
vase, whose unwholegeme benuty was
that of plants whose roots have never
been in good, sound soil. They looked
e her much lke Hlles, whose pads had
fBoated on some dark and opalescent

it train, Am
aortnnt that
Wire

nothing more

Laiiion, course,

sirange

#he

pool, viscid with odors of the night
Bhe wnans still staring at these and
anitfing their scent through widened

nostrila when Mré. Daroell knocked on
the door and entered slowly. She had
ehnnged ber street gown for o negligee,
which lnstantly eauglht the girl's ap
predcdinlive #ye

“Nou look besutiful," she s
Iy Joan Daruell thrned
on her and smiled
‘I am not usunlly up
nnd-—1

d quick
her tawoy
eyes falnrly
ahe
nm getting old, my
Jeweled
¢ of bhalfl
1ehied

8 verybody pets old

uutll noonp,”™
restibided
esponded
. Shi

eOMIIC ressignanlion 4

“John Dorr saj
in New York Lyon

Mrs 1» logked into the
evea of the girl and slmost Called to
follow her baser lnstinct. Hut at that
Wwose throat she snw the heavy gold of
“The Master Key.": As If it had su
pernatural powers, the sight of thut
key locked the door of her heart. 07
course | llke John." she ruld easily
“We must get everythiog tzed up now
George wlill be hem— George Everell
of course, | mean—tonight, nad you
nnd be can talk the business over.™

“You know, we simply must have
the money,” Ruth returned eamestly
“The mine Isn't paylng now. but John
knows where we can tind the mother
lode pgaln; then we'l all be rich.”

HALR™ sald Jean Dwrnell.  “You're
selling stock, | presume?”

“1 own It all,” Ruth returned proud
Iv. “It's my mine My father left it
to me when he died.” She did nom L ]
the sullen hatred that slowly Suamed
until Jean Darnell's eyes falrly hiazed

In her own room she stood & moment
brenthiess. Then she tore off her fleecs
| negligee In an Intensity of stlent mge
and despair, seeh only by the unexeited
ayes of the god whom she hind IR |

It W wickedness, not virtue., which

t vou like him%"

wrnell clenr

b thentrieal. and at this moment Jean

| Darnéll flung berself luto her evil pas-

slon with all the abandon of the trmge-
dian, ouly her volce was altost inag-
dible: “Towms Gallen, Tom Uallon, dead
jlhuulh you are, I'll bave revenge!”
| When her fury bad spent Itself-—and
like all physically lndolent women, she
could not yleid long to emotivn—she
prepared ber campaign.

First she called up George Drakean |
made certalp that he would be at her
howmg for dlnner that evening m-..‘
she called up two old acquslntanees
who were always glid to Ol sapl v

»

the shaies st her well set tmble, This s




